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Wl)il? the riTle of tl^is illUsrrat^.v] voluri]? i^;. 
tochinx'ally opeak:iig. incorrect, yoi during c rocev.t 
sarT\nnor spon^ 'wnong our norrncrn lakes, ti~ie ai'tist 
ar]d rriany frionci.; at a distanc? {-"ound so rnucr; 
dcligh^ 'H ^'\^ BLUE PRINT so easily produced 
by X\]e pnotograpner. riiar sh? y\ri'3 endecvorod 
in \ym' skc'tclies to give ari inripression or sug- 
gestion of the sarT^e. a's-, r\eav\y as possible, by t^e 
printer's art. 
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Aoloh, LLNOX AND 



fis little ctiildrpri r^nitier round rheir rnoitipr, 
find beg Y\er a farnilii:r l^li^ to toll,— 

One ^y\of is deanT far tY\ar[ any Oliver, 

Because so often heard and l^nown -"'O well: 

find as tJiey Watct) Y\<?r. prorriptinq should rJv"' 

find any variation quickly see, 
find cry, "Don't toil jt so. don' c-han'^f and ■: 

We wan' it jUst l^e way it used to !.'■. ' — 



So do wf^ corno fo th-"^''. Na 
find ri'?v'?r tir.-' of iintenina !■ 

Tell US ihy sprina-'ini" .';ioi-y i 
That huih wondrou:^ rh irrr 

Tell it with all ih^^ old-tirno- streng'h <ind alory. 
Fill it with rnany o i\oppy son^i and r.iiout: 

Don't rniss one* t^ird or Moio^orq in th"- Ktory, 
Don't leave one daffodil or dai^-y out. 




Tell us each shade in all i^e ireos' soft qreeninq. 

Don't skip on'? blade of grass, one bee. one wrehi 
Each little ihing has arown so full of rn'-'aninfl, 

In the dear atory w- woUld hear ariain. 

Mother Nature! thou art old and i\oary. 

find Wonderful and strange things thou canst tell; 
But we, lil<-' liitlo rhildr-n, love the spring-tinie story 

find think it t"'.,!, Locouse we know if weil 
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THE CITY IN THE SPRING 

■'It is not niUcIi th)at rriakes rne glad: 
I hold rnore rlian I ever \]ad. 
Tl^e erqpty hand rqay farther reach- 
find srqall. sweet signs all beauiy teach- 



" I like the city in the spring, 
It i]as a Y]\r\i of everything- 
Down in ^he yard i like to see 
The budding of that single tree. 




^ 



The litrle sparrows on the shed ; 
The scrap of soft sky overhead; 
The cat Upon the sunny wall; 
There's so much nieint among ihern all- 

"The d';ndelion in 'h^ cteft 
fl broken P'-ivennent rnay have left, 
Is like rhc star Ihat. fJill and sweet, 
Shines where the housetops alrnosr rneet. 




I like little ; all The rest 
Is somewhere ; and our Lord knows best 
How the whole robe ha^h gr'ace for then) 
Who only touch ihe garrnenfs hern-" 



niy to 
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THE SLEEPING FLOWERS 

" Wl:^ose ore tl^e little beds,'" I asked, 

"Wliich( in tl^e valleys lie?"" 
Sonqe slnook tl^eir l^eads, and Olivers snriiled, 

find no one nqade reply. 

"Perhjaps tl^ey did not i^ear/' I said, 

1 will inquire aqain: 
" Wlioso are X\\e beds, thic tiny beds, 

So tl^icK Upon tl-ie plain?" 

" Tis daisy in tl^e si^ortest. 

H little farther on. 
Nearest tr|^^ door to wake tl"|e first 

Lit.tlo leontodon." 

" Tio iris, sir, and aster 

Anernonc^ and bell. 
Batsc'hici in ^h^" blanket red, 

And cliubby daffodil."' 

Meanvvl(ilo at riiariy cradles 

Hor busy foot sl|e pliod, 
Hun)rr]inG ^l]e quaintest lullaby 

Th'it ever rocked a cliild. 

"HUsri I Epic^ia wakens ! 

Tlie crocus stirs rier lids! 
Rr\odora"s cl]eek is crirnson. — 

St|e's dreaniin<2 of tl^e woods" 

Then turnina froin thern. reverent. 

"Their bed-t:n"|e 'tis.' she said; 
"The burnble-bees will wake then), 

Whon April woods ore red" 

Emily Dlckiiii.iun. 



IN APRIL 

WY]at are t\\e dearest treasures of \Y\e spring 9 
Ttie rosy haze ttiat veils tl^e forest bare; 
Tlie vague, sweet fragrance in tt)e balrr\y air; 

Tlie twitter of tl^e swallows on tt)e wing; 



Th|e tender beauty of ti^e wavering Hgh'"; 

The rain as swift as tears in babies* eyes; 

The sudden sunshine in the chungeful skies; 
The softened brigtUness of the starln ni'ih^ ; 




The freshening erqerald of the bladed grass; 

The sparKle of th2 rnyriad-din*ipled sea; 

The rush of rriouniairi brooks once rnore set free 
The sense of early blooni so soon lo pass,— 

Tt^ese are rnost fair, but rnore than fhese to rne 
Tl|e wakening rnernories of th? vanished years, 
Tender regrets grown dirn 'Heath rnany tear;;. 

Rr\d sorrows softened bke a rainy sea ; 



Swift recolleciions of fonjoiten bliss 

Thrilling the* h'-^art with dreaniL^ of joy again. 
fln ocslfjoy of pleasure stiot with] p'-iin. 

Rs wh?n the sunbearrjs and tlie raindrops kiss; 

Reluctan' hopes that corne like snowdrops whi'e. 

The faint frail h'irbingers of i]ippier days. 

Filling 'he heart wirh trornulous arna;^e 
That hardly dares to call itself deligh'. — 



These are ih^ dearest treasures of the spring; 

These are the flowers the h-art perceives rnore fair 
Than «ll h^r blossorns boni of sunny air. 

Than all hsf birds of bright and restless wing. 




MORNING MEADOWS 

Ttie dew is ori tfie grass, 

TY\e bee is iri tl^e clover; 
Tt^e n\erry bird, rl^e bobolink, 

He sings arid fiovers over. 

Tfie niowers swing and sway, 
T^iey sway and swing together, 

Across t^ie nieadoW's sl^irnrnering green, 
In t^e sWeet sUrrirner weatl^er. 

About rl\e wooded ^ills 

Trie rqorriing rnisfs are clingtrig; 
PiT]d in thie swatiis tt]e rqowers pause 

Rr\d set ttieir scytties a-ringing- 

The dew is on tlie grass. 
The burnble-bees are JiUrnrning, 

Across tl^e fieJds, bobolink. 
The swinging scythes are cornirigl 

Beneatli tlie blades and bioorns. 
Your quiet mate still presses 

Her sober breast against her nest. 
In stjaded green recesses. 

Cry out, bobolink. 

There's that which bodes disaster; 
Laugh oUI, jocund bobolink. 

The scythes are swinging past her. 

The dew is on tlie gross, 

The bees are iri tiie clover, 

The rnerry bird, ilie bobolirik. 

He sings and hovers over — 

Bobolink I 
u n. M- 3T, 



R GLIMPSE OF THE HIGHWAY 

Only a bii of the h'ghvJny i^LlnniriG ifself on tli? \\i\\. 
By it \\\e beautiful river, singing a snrig in tlie rqill: 

Only bit of tfie fiigl^Way, I see it as I sit by tY\c door, 

find t^ie valley is pleasant bel^ind it, end th-t- vall-:y ir- pleasant before 

People corqe out of t?i.-> vallc-y, ':nd :r|irj ih|e villey th-ry go: 
A shiadow dotli ferry ti^e river, under ; piloiiiia cro\v. 



Tis but o rnorrient I 
What do I kncvv of il 



tli-rT|: only a glinip:'^-' I '• 
lo.^sej '? W!|jt Jo ■[■■^y k; 



I KnovJ rh<3t tliey are bearing t\\''':r biirdei];:. 
And I know that t^ey have ll-i^:!!- ijlicirieso. — ] 



1 kn'-'i'"' 'h'^' 1 do rnirje, 
iipp!-"'r lie.jri tlyjri rriine. 



For never a l^igh'^'^Liy v\;indptli over tfi-^ 
Feet of th~- l"|appy iir' on :i,— feet ih'.; 



The sh'Jdow t'O'if feri'i-*d i!"[e riv?r \]2 
find the river, unh^;rd by f!io rniU^'^' 



■ Ulen iPieep on 'he :-.ea ! 

r.in:jin.i '1 :^cn:l in rne. 




ng before 



0, friend, your face I cjnno'" •■•=■"■ 

Your voice I connoi h^'^'*. 
But for Us both breaks at our feet 

The flood-tide of th|e year! 
T^ie sUrrirqertide cji beautiful 

Wttfi fragrance, and wlt!^ son-) 
Sung by tlie liappy-fioarted birds 

To clieer tt\e rnontlis along. 

Rr\d so ttie rriystery I sl^ow 

Is tliia, all sirriple-sweet: 
Because God's surt\rnerttde r.o breuk; 

Ht yours and at rriy feet. 
We're not so very far apart 

fls It at first would seem I 
We're near each otlier iq Hie Lord, 

The rnlles ure all u dream 
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ANGELS' WINGS 

Wheri surritTier days v;ere vvarrri and sweet 
Witti clover-bloorq Qt\d ripening whaat, 

Wc U.SV-:} to lii^ upon t!io QTGsii 
Wit^tin the fiicK'^^rin^^ E^adow spread 
By l:-afy brarictir-3 over'nead. "— 

fiad watch th"^ br:-;l-|t clouds- ^-.lowK' 





I'lyjy w--!o :--o whito a-jainst the blue, 
Wi'h ■-"'-•■'U ■! tIo.'V ::ti-:-.;rr]in:i through 

Tht'ir rii-.. .- i:- - ■,.■ v..:- \v-r? sum 
Thc-y rru.--:. ,i 1 ■ :. ; :.■. .ii'-^ols \v;riqs; 
flrici fitc f\\?ro l.jricy o] .-uch ihirias 

Kept cliildirh ;-p-.':'cli '.:;id cotiduci pure 



W- iT.-J::\ not rji,. ;:-!■.■:. v;h-n In ■ ,=;.-::,'::. 
h'or fill w:-' kno-.v. \v.-r ■ full oj" -.-ye:^ 

Thii v;.Tict-;.d ;o ro, j| \w:- ■.v.r- .po.l. 
And .^&mJ:nr-; JL-^:' '^,:' -i-h' ;'i o:i ■ 
Wlti'? ^loud :ilNir|.n^,l :y if|.- :;;in 

flvciilc-d to ';'li---';k .j:i -in.iiy mocd 

Now we firo worrir-n ircwn mi in ';■ 
Tliai were bu^ c;irel-"'j;.'j t-'iiilii' •': lii rr 

Wi^e with o-jr p_-.-iii..ii ■ jji ■. 
The aliinii"! r!iyr;!.ry v: ■■v|.|::'i 
Oiily vipof 1 cr ri <..; r :';i i 

And drv-a:ri oJ' (in-;', i:-' ■.■.■iwir :,:■ i:ioi-' 

L3-;' ,r ■ V..' v.:..-r, .;[r.:.|- . 
V/!'li ■. ■■; ':i ;!■[ ]■?■■ A ■ 



u!i!ofi; 1 
Ijiil..' ci|:i-l/ - 
\v.i\-' tr ,1 H-.- 



n.j--l -yw 

I l.-'ir':-, t'-oiri r.ln 




white; clover 



In rriyi'i:;';! sriowy ch'ilic.";-. of s\v—r 
Thou iipro'iid'si i>y dtj.-:iy wiy.? i .-^ouLiuri ;": 
So i:n<? the;! vulldr crowd? of \- rio ;-.i.iii 
Ob.Sv>rv-;- 1 nay. tronyx'? :t borif-nth tli-ir fr----j 
O, fl.i:nty -irKt unr^Uili'i'J on-' i;J n-|C':-( 
ipT'VTpr't.itror i of liT^e diviiie. 
AIil;o;j:jh ull :5Urnm-M' lorij I quyfi 'hy v.;n>' 
And n''-V£T par-y- ih'"'-' ^I'l 'o r^vc-r-'^iii ii't--':, 
Rnd l^aiiv' in wondoi- L.r i|-|r. rTiiracl'- 
Of l|i>?-^, s:i f'lir. (Jnd yet ;:o iTi'"''i>iy 'o'a-. 

Miyliop ;liou ^;r't n ."'limly princ--;-,:: riow."--], 
Ill tck'--ri of .sori>-> 'ji'l-'f which 'h'^"':' ;-'>f'-^li. 
Thi;-' pfl'iiiiri'i.T^ of rt!in::"iiry 'o ao, 
n:i.] n-v.-p :;r.^-.ik ihy liivc:.^.- 'iloilj I 




Upon ti\\s .sunny ?.hore 
A lirrle space for rest Tfr? care and sorrow, 

Sad nierriorys haunting pcin fi\or would noi ct^ :. 
Ar^ left betiind. ir i.s not yot ro-rr|orro\v. 

To-dcy i^&r? falls _tli^ dear PUrpri..:? of :<'■':<■-- \ 
The sky and sea, Tt|-?:r iiroad \v;rT-3-'^ roUiid 'J;; •■■.'.v'- 
Close out ti]-' worll iind hold us in Thoir l;r--pii|.( 
A littl? space for ro.'-.i. Ah' th|0U-ih ~:oj:\ o' r 
How precious is it ori r^e sunny :-i|or-" ■ 



Upon thi-'^' .".unny shore 

A Uitie I'.puce [01' lov'j, vvh:l.^ thor.-">. cur d 
Ye! linarr '.vi^h u.=^ ere ih^y win i i!v:-ir 
To thai [jr v./orld which now doO' Li'/^rn i 
So dorp and pure this sky's dov-n b-.::]--. 
Slow, on'' by one. 'h^' jolden h^Lii'"' "' ' ■_■ 
A rospit? ere ih^ earthly 'ies .ir^- I'lvn 
Wh^n l-.'fr alori™, \}uw 't\\i:] oUr < 'ir'. -.v-.' ■ 
Ecich bredi)-| D[ rh^ii' ia-Ji d'ly.'' ufjon 'n. 




Upon 'his -unriy 

.'■I^O'.vl [-roK'.-TI. 

Th"' silken cor i unloo.;-'d, ih'* rnor''-ii n;rr.>- 
Wl? bor-' upon th:j ■■■■in.'i r.y God.", vo;r';' r.pok "■ 

WhiL=- at ih^- .~ou;id ■ill "Tirihly T.raisy or t-.;::r 
Our joys -inJ .3''i^lX ''UK" wl'n ^jOH'lo t}\w.-tr\'y 
Fud-_- in ih-? d;;w!i of i!-|.-> n^.V':' world.: n'ornpl' ■' 
The hour is lhir|-:', I^mc L'-.i-'1 ,v .-■)-. no 'hOi''" 

But wait thy surhmons on fii':- sunny shoi'^'- 



NOON AT THE LAKESIDE 

Whi'"? clouds, wfiose sh'-idows t\aa\v Uie J^:-t 
Ligtif rnists wriose soft ornbrcices kc-i'p 
Tlie sUnshin-:- on Trie h)ills aslsepi 



0, isl'-s of cairn] O^ lIgi'K. snli 'Aood i 
And stiller skies tl^cif overbrood 
Your rest wirli deeper quieiude! 

0, s^npi'S ano hues, dirri 

beckopirig ihfoUrih 
Yon rriouriialn g^ips. rny 

longina vic-w 
Beyond tlie purpl?" (-;nd 



To stiller so 


; and ^ireen^T 




lend. 


Rnd -softer 


li.lhts and 


air;v 


rnot'- bl^;r-J 


find skies — 


the |-tollo-.v o 




God.-, h.iid 






»^*v 




Transfused tlirou.ih you. C) niouii''J)i| 
With rnin;' your soL^'nin ^.vpiri' r.;.-nd::.. 
And life no rr|Oro h'Jtti y,.jpurat-:- end; 



I read ,.j..-!i n. 
I know ilK- vo. 
And I fini you. 



.-■y rnouiiMir 

o of w^iv.. . 

.:rd ye -ir 



I li[ - 

Or n tui 



A ur 1 1 H 
W tt| 1 iht h [ 1 
N^. f il oh 



■■■r. ov--.r one zn'ill i^tow. 
'U\i'. \\\--- iln' otl|i,r know, 
lejvin.j llini lo show. 
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TO MY COMRADE TREE 

rr'-;^- ii; i\ .till h^: 3 t-i:itlu:a'^ vhi'^n. hiU lin y.r.r.' Hit ■ ■^■A:i^-[:\ii:-^.." 

H. R. Hnyri. 

Rerrjote in woods whjere thj rushes ctjant, 
Or on sorrie lonely nqountain's slope, 

Or in G copse — the cuckoo's haUn^ — 
Withj f'lyjers poin^'na ^o the cope, 

Triere stands a tree, ih:-^re stands a tree 

Must fall before tr(ey bury [T]e. 

wailin-'j heart! where'er thou art. 

At las' thy d'js.T with rnine shnll blend; 
For though we spend our days apart, 

W- come together at the end; 
And t:]0U with rne. and I with thee, 
Must lie in perfect unity. 

Within n (;rarTip-:^d confin'-"-^ o\ spacp. 
And ownin:] n-.-Uqlit of earth beside. 

Tliat h'^'^ar' nrust be ny dwellin'2"P^^ee 
For W'ho:r; if|tj world vjq-^ iiot too wide. 

A n'"'Wii:n- Dryad, rnitv^ rriUst be 

Th--- sh^ip' thct shcill inh'^t^it thee. 

Ptvrch'^n ---'• in sorn^' lone wanderin;!. 

On thy old rooi:-: l ir,ay huve lain, 
Arid heard above, the wood-birds sina. 

While God looked down Upon ^^^ twain- 
And did I feel no thrill W'ith tho''- 
Of fe]Iows>h:p and syrnpathy? 

Is thy strange heart ne'er wearied out 
With standing 'neath the over-freigh^ 

Of bough-^- ^h'^^ conqpass thee about 
With mass of areen, or white, a-weight? 

patient tree! pati:^nt tree! 

Dost -never long for rest — liKe m|o? 



( 3i 



I Knov^ tY\o\ji spreadest grateful sliade 
Wl^eri fierce tY]e noontide sun dothj beat, 

And birds t^ieir n^sts in tl^ee l^ave nqade, 
find cattle rested at tl^y feet. 

Heaven gi^ant I nqake tt]is life of nqine 

Hs beautiful and brave as tl^inel 

find when thy circling cloak is doffed, 
Thou standest on the stornq-swept sod. 

find liftest thy long arrns aloft 
In rnute appealing to thy God. 

fippeal for iiqe I fippeal for rne I 

That I rriay stand as steadfastly. 

Let rne fulfil nqy destiny, 

find calrnly Vw'ait for thee, O friend. 
For thou nqUst fall, and 1 njUst die, 

find corne together at the end. 
To quiet slurnbering addressed, 
Shut down frorn storrn. shut in for rest. 

Thus lyin(3 in God's nqighty h^^^ 
Whil^-^' his great purposes unfold. 

We'll fool, as was frorn Chaos planned. 
His breath inforrn our forrnless rrjold. 

New shape for thee. n'^'W life for rne. 

For both. G vast eternity. 

U^nskp? iiiiilrliign. 
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fl YELLOW PANSY 
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vvnl! cf 11)0 old qreen garden 
^u n rn 
o h ornb c n 

1 V f rn 
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THE 
WfiTER 
LILY 



By day a flower, by nigfl^ d bud, 
Her pure soul rocKed in dtean\y cairns 

Ti\e lily slept upori \\]e flood f 

Her nUfi-HKe sle&p witli folded paliris 



Last evening's bUd Tatlghs ori tl\e flood, 
R perfect flower of purest wl^ite; 

find life is but a folded bud 
Tl^at still awaits ti\e iT\orriing light. 

J. T. Tio-ulirldge, 



t 
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An idle drearner, an idle drearn ; 

R nappirig suq and a breeze at play: 
fl vaqranl" shadow, a drowsy strearn. 
R lazy. 

loiterinij, 

day. 



SOMNOLENT 
VAGARY 




spider winding his silver keep 
To tiold as tiosrage a fly or two; 
rabln rackiTig hirnself to sleep. 
Serenely reckless tli^t notes are due. 









A bUTterfly boat on o wave of air 
Witti all its satiny sails unfurled 

For port in a blossorn lier? and there, 
The busiest tilings in 'h'^ idle \vorld. 

f! aoiiipY corn-field. rnoKing weird, 
Fantas'ic bows in a languid way, 

A Tawny Upland, with unshorn beard. 
Gone fcist aiileep with tl^e sultry day 



The sky is teerning wi'h restless gh^^''^ 
Frorn Mount Olyrnpus and days of old; 

They fiit and vanish, and lo. The hosts 
Of cJason seeking 'he fleece of gold. 

fis sweet a fable as one can find 
Is hid in the "golden fleece." They say - 

Oh, you are snoring! Well, never rnind ; 
I'll tell the fable sorne otl^er day. 
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THE cJULY GRASS 

Hll tilings tliat are beautiful are found by cliance, like everytl^ing 
\Y\at is good. Here by n)e is a prayer rug, just wide enoughi to 
kn^^l on, of XY\e rich[est gold inwoven Withi crinqson. Hll tl^e sultans 
of th[e East never l^ad suet] beauty as tt^at to Kn^el on. It is 
indeed too beautiful to Kneel on. for th[e life in tt^ese golden 
flowers iT[Ust not be broken down even for tl^at purpose. Tt|ey 
nqust not be defaced, not a stern bent! It is rnore reverent not to 
Kneel on ttienri, for tl^is carpet prays itself. I will sit by it and 
let it pray for nqe. It is so cornnqon. tl^e birds-foot lotus; it grows 
every where I Yet if I purposely searched for days I should not l\aVe 
found a plot liKe tl]is, so ricii, so golden, so glowing witi] sunshine. 
You rnigllt pass by in one stride, yet it is worthy to be tl^oug^t 
of for a week and rernenqbered for a year. Slender grasses, brancl^ed 
round about with slenderer boughs, each tipped with pollen and 
rising in tiers cone-shaped — too delicate to grow tall — cluster at the 
base of the rnound. They dare not grow tall or the wind would 
snap thenq. A great grass, stout and thick, rises three feet by the 
hedge, with a head another foot, nearly, \>ery green and strong and 
bold, lifting itself right Up to you ; you nqust say, "What a fine 
grass!" Grasses wl)ose arnqs succeed each other alternately; grasses 
whose tops seern flattened ; others drooping over the shorter blades 
beneath ; sonqe that you can only find by parting the heavier growth 
around thenq; hundreds and hundreds, thousands and thousands! The 
kindly poppies on the dry sUrnnqit of the nqound take no heed of 
these, the populace, their subjects, so nunqerous they cannot be 
nUnqbered. H barren race they are. the proud poppies, lords of the July 
field, taKing no deep root, but raising Up a brilliant blazon of scarlet 
heralding out of nothing. They are Useless, they are bitter, they are 
allied to sleep and poison and everlasting nigh^ ; yet they are forgiven 
because they are not conqnqonplace. Nothing, no abundance of thenq 
can ever nqake the poppies conqnqonplace. There is genius in ^henq, 
the genius of color, and they are all saved. Even when they take the 
roonq of the corn we nqust adnqire thenq. The nqighty nqultitude of 
nations, the nqillions and nqillions of the grass stretching aWay in 
intertangled ranks,, through pasture and nqead, fronq shore to shore, 
have no Kinship ^"^i^h these, their lords. The ruler is always a foreigner. 
Fronq England to China the native-born is no King ; ^he poppies are the 
Nornqans of the field. One of these on the nqound is very beautiful; 
a width of petal, a clear silkiness of color, three shades higher" than 
the rest, — it is alnqost dark with scarlet. I wish I could do sonqething 
nqore than gaze at all this scarlet and gold and crinqson and green, 
sonqething nqore than see it, not exactly to drinK it or inhale it, but 
in sonqe Way to nqaKe it part of nqe that I nqight live it. 

Fram an essay on the July graiss, by Richard Jefferies. 
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FIELD-PfiTHS 

Paths of tfiP fields, 

pleasant paths ihar stray 
Through ^h^ dsep wind-trod pasi-jres of th^ spririq, 
Through ^i' 'n? glory and th'^ blossoiriing 

Th'it dUrnm^'r yields. 
Conipariioned of the gold?ri buttercup. 
Up hs<^vnn s far cloud-flecked sapphire gazing. — Up, 
Piercing to h^'Gh's that see 'he skylark sing, — 
Fron) the \vorld's weurlness. frorri hope's decay, 
Lead rrie. oh ! lead rho. pleasant paths, away, — 

Paths of the fields I 

Who kno^^^i hof hours. 

Hours when li|e loriq^ to ceas-^ 
Its endless questioning of the [Tiy;-;Tery 
Of sorrow; when the eternal ill vve see 

flU hope o'erpowers"^ 
Oh I in such hours of darkness and of fear. 
In joy and quietude ulike, Lc near; 
Near in deep tranquilness and gladness be! 
Through nature's placid calrh. through sWeet release 
Fi'oiTi doUbT, fronn tears, oh I lead me, paths of peace, - 

Paths of the fields. 




THE RIVER OF REST. 

fl beautiful srrearri is tfie River of" Rear; 

TFie srill, wide waters sweep clear and cold, 
fi Tall rqasi crosses a sior in 'h^ west. 

R wtitte sail glearns ip the west world's gold; 
Ir leans to r^ie sf\ore of the River of Rest — 
Thje lily-lined s^ore of tt^e River of Rest 



The bodtm':n rises, lie reicho^ ■:: ti-;;nd. 

He knows you well, \\s will '^yyr you true, 
And far, so for frorn all ills on land, "■ 

Frorn tiates. frorq fates th)at pur;-;u:> and P^ 
Far over fh|c lily-lined River of Ros:i — - 

Dear, rpystical, rnagical River of Resr 



^ 




R storied, swci'^t strearri \s xy\:s River of Rest; 

Ttie souls of all tirt\e keep its UUirnat'? stiore 
find journey you east, or jourqey you west. 

Unwilling or willing, sure-footed, or sore. 
You surely will cofr\e to tills River of Rest — 
This beautiful, beautiful River of Rest. 




BUTTERFLY 

fl purple sirerch of rnoun tains, 

find therQ and rqe bijtWGen, 
R bed of sweet, red clover, 

Billows of rQeadovyy green. 
Across ti\e wind-swept pastures 

One snow-whi'e butterfly 
Sails toward tlie grand liorizon. 

Sole voyager of the sky. 

The delicate cloUd-sliadows 

Win frorri tl^e rr|OUn>ciin sides 
GMrripses of s\\y. strange color 

That corr\rqori sunshine tiides, 
W1"|0 reads tl^at revelation'? 

We only, thou and i, 
In all this noon-lit silence, 

My white-winged butterfly I 

Is it a waste of beauty, 

That only we behold 
Those errjerald shades etliereal 

Wavering tfirougli pearl and gold ''■ 
My Y\eart aches witli the wonder 

Of all the Unrolling sky, 
The new irnrnense horizons. 

My lohely butterfly' 



STONE WALLS 

Hlorig th|e coiiritry roadside, storie on stone. 

Past waving grain-field, and r\eQr broken stile, 

Tl^e walls stretcli onward an uneven pile. 
Withj rankling vines and licl^en overgrown ; 
So stand thiey sentinel, uncl^anged. alone, 

Tl^ey're left to watch tl^e seasons passing slow. 

Tl^e sU]T[rr[er's sunlight, or tl^e winter's snow, 
Tl:\e springtirne's birdling. or tl^e autiirnn's rnoan- 

Wl^o placed tl^e stones now gray with nqany years? 
find did the rough h<^nds tire, the sore h^urts ache. 

The eyes grow din\ with all their nqight of tears? 
Or did the work seenq light for sonqe dear sake? 

Those lives are over. Hll their hop^s and fears 
•Are lost, like shadows in the rr[orning break. 

Julie M. Lippinna. 



THE SONG OF THE SCYTHE 

Mowers, rnerry and brown and blythe, 

What is the word nqethinks ye know, 
Endless over-word that the scythe 

Sings to the blades of grass below '^ 
Scythes that swing in the grass and clover, 

Sornething stlll they say as they pass : 
What is the word that over and over 

Sings the scythe to the flowers and grass ? 

" Hush i ah, hush 1" the scyth[es are saying, 

"Hush, und )r{eed not, and fall asleep:" 
" Hush I " they say to the grasses swaying. 

"Hush I" they sing to the clover deep, 
"Hushl* 'tis the lullaby Tinqe is singing. 

"Hush, ^nd l:\eed not, for all things pass.'' 
"Hushl ah, h^sh I " and the scythes are singing 

Over the clover, over the grass. 

Andrew Lang. 
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SWEET PEfl 

Why I love you so is plain to see, 
You are tl^e dearest flo-war of all, 

Sweer Pea I 

fl bit of purple cloud caUfjhr on ci Htalk, ; 
A rosy \':ip<jr floating Up and down iriy 
gord^n walK. 




Tn? spirit of a flou'er witli wings for fliqfit, .^ 1 
Yet i^eld by clinging roots for our deltgl^r, -^ 

fl lovely type y^ arc of ^ouls. fjh n^et 
Earih'boUnd, but ever rGact"|ing Up 

bweei Pea 1 
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JULY 

Wh?1 tfje scarlet cardinal tells 

Her drearn lo tl^e dragon |ly, _ 

And 'he Inzy breeze rnakes n nest in ih^ frees, 

find rnurrnurs a lullaby, 

It is duly. 




tl]e tangled cobweb piills 
c cornflower's cap awry, 
tiie lilies tall lean over thje 
bow to ttie butterfly, 
It is duly. 

Wl^eri tlie tieat like a tnist veil floats, 

And poppies flarrje in tl^e rye, 
flrid tlie silver note in tlie strearnlet's throat 

Has softened alrnost to a sigh]. 
It is July, 

When tlie hours are so still That time 
Forgets tiiern, and lets therq lie 

'Neatly petals pinK till tlie nigh' stars wtnk 
flt the sunset in 'he sky. 
It IS July. 

When each finger-post by the way 

Says that SiUrr\bertown is nigh; 
When 'he" grass is tall, and the roses fall, 

find nobody wonders why, 
it is July, 
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Poetry is full of flower-fields, because eacli flower 

seerris full of poetry to us. The flower-narnes 

are often little poerris in thsrnselves TI-|Ose 

long, uncoUtl^ ncrnes. dreaded in botany, 

hide nature-rneanings in \Y[e[T\. He- 

liotrcpe i.^ ' sY\e 



■wiio turns to 
tfie sun . " Mes- 
eiT|bryantlieft\urr) 
is "flower of tli'-- 
nr^idday ; " Nas- 

turtiurri carries ^^___,_.^ 
its rneaning of ^^^y^Mj^F ' bent- 

nose" in its face; ^^ Geraniurn is 

"* cmne's-bill," — tef ffio seed vessel grow 

and it will tell tlie reason why; Saxifrage is " rock- 
cleaver," narn^^d so froni its birthplace in the clefts; 
flnenorqe is "wind-flower." These, you see, were but 
heart-and-eye nci^nes to the Greeks, or Rornans. jUst as we call the pets 
hearfs-ease, day's eye. rqorning-glory, honeysuckle, rnignonefte. Each Peo- 
ple has its own. Otiier flower-narqes conie down to us irnpearled with 
rr\yth and story, — the hyocin'hi n^ircissus. Solomon's-scal, crethusa, the 
passion-flower. Whcf sacred rorqances the lotus-flowor, the rnartyr's-pairn, 
the victors laurel, recall! There is probably no farnous poet That has not 
sealed h's farne in'o a song about sorne favorite of the field, 
Wordsworth's celandines and daffodils are noted, and 
Burns' daisy, and Herberts rose, and En^erson's rho- ^ 
dora, and Lowell's dandelion, while in ChiUcer 
Whole spring buds and sings, and all along the lines 
of Tennyson flowers brush you wUh f'ne touches. 

Nay. every on^'^' plays poet with thern. although h^? 
writes no verses. We use thern to interpret all the ten- 
derest things in life. When the lovers wen' to tell the un- 
utterable words, they betake therriselves lo ih^ durqb rnessengers 
Who have learned to say so rquch. WhC'n we want to reniernber a 
hill-top view, a rneeiing that has rnade a holiday, sorqe spot holy with 
old history, we pluck a flower to hold The irieniory fast. When we want 
to send tl^e horrie-presence fongibly in fi letter, a flower frorr) the window 
or the field close by will carry it best. Old books drop out the faded 
blossorns. put _ there "to rr\ark great places with due gratitude," 

Th? Califor- ■•^■•■'.■^■':} n'o rniner' caught sight of the rnounfain h^aft's- 
ease jUst ''^ ^^^ where )r\is uplifted pict; was going to fall, and, 

fell, he was at h|orne across the continent, 
his own pasture, where, a barefooted boy, y\e 
the cows a thousand tirqes. Hollyhocks and 
lilacs, — who thinks of thern and does not 
see a qUiet country dooryard in the 
sunshinP? The sick soldiers in arrny 
longing for certain faces, tones, and touches, 
flowers as the best substitute. "Now I've 
you!" said a wornan nurse, holding a bunch 
ck New England soldier, — '■ sornething for you, 




ere 

and in 
drove 




hospitals, 
greeted the 
got sornething for 
behind her, to a very 



just like what grows in your front dooryard at horne. Guess I 
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■'Lalocsl" he wl^isperod. and slie laid thenr] on llis folded hjands. "Oil, 
lalocs! how did you know that?"' T^e lilacs outlived y\irr[. 
We bring flowers into our churches ; like nr[Usic visible, tl^ey fill tj^e 
pauses in the service: and who conrjes h^^re vvith purer face or life of 
sweeter obedience to the laws of Nature''-^ So sweet, so pure they are. that, 
like the holiest friends, they fit not joy and wedding rnornents only, but 
still rnore naturally they corne in arT[on;i ^h^-' trarjedies. the silences, the 
heart-breaks. Is not this the reason why'r^ — 

"When heaven grows dirn. and faith seeks to renew 
Th''^ innaae of its everla.^itin'i dower. 
I know no argunqent so sweet as Through 
The bosorn of a flower. — 

'* R wicket-(3ate to houven (of which D-'^a-i] 

Is tr]e grand portal, sealed lo rnorta! eyes), 
Between whose little bars there coiries the breath 
Of airs fron| Paradise." 

When the "grand portal " hus opened and shu^ close to Us, and we are 
left with straining gu;:e outside, "the wicket-cjate" seenqs to give coirifort. 
It seenqs to grar]t sorne little vision into the hidden heart of things, 
suggesting that th'-* darkness everywhere }]olds possibilities better even 
than our tiopes. Save for the flower-fact who could huve dreanried tl\at 
such beauty lurked ir^ the dark earth, was latent in the tiny seed? So 
we place the flowers arou'nd the still, cold face; v^e lay thenq on graves; 
we bring thern t-o the sick-roorn and the bedside of the dying; und 
everyv^here. after words fail and ever] nyusic hushes, their presence is 
a voiceless, unconfuted ai'gurnent that tr^e Powct witt|in uU silences 
and pains and tragedies is Love, and that the possibilities of life are 
infinite. 
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THE CITY 
They do neirtier pliah' nor wed 
In ihe City of the Dc-ad. 

!ri ttr:^ city where th-:^ sleep nvjay The hours; 
But tliey lie, whil''- o=:r iliern vaviqe 
Winter'-blii-jh'" and -~Urni"n.:'r ch-^nge -S 

And a liUncired ht^PPV whi^p^Tings of 

flowers, 
No. they neither wed nor pliaht 
Hnd the d'-iy is hke Uy ni:]hf. 
For their vi.~.ion i^ of oiii^r Kind •■>, >/ f 

than ours. J^ iT^ * 



\ 



They do neither ?-.!n,; 

In th-^t I'Linih of : y ■ 

Where rl^e stre'.'T:^ \\<j. 

But they rest within 

Leaving all their thO'J.^h^^ Uhi^aid. 

Deerning silence better far than oOb 

or iionc!. 
No, they neiUier sigh nor sing. 
Though ihe robin be a-wing. 
Though 'h'^ leaVf;:; of aUlUinn rnarch 

Q niilUon strong- 




Ti)&re 13 only r-dt and peace 

In 'he Cjry of SUrcea^;? 

FroiTi the failings and the wailings 

'neath the sun. 
Ri]ci W}!- wings of t]\e swift years 
B'.'at hut gently o'lt the biers 
Making rnusic to the ;;loeper3 every oqe 
Tijere is only peace and rest: 
But to thern it seen\eth best, 
For they lie at ease and know that 

life is done. 



THE OTHER SIDE 

riimbJnc( flr^ rriounrairis s^oggy cresr, 
1 wondered rnUcl] wl^at sigl^r would qn 
My ecqpr q'lzo wl^ene'er rriy foot 

Upon fh^ topn^ORt hsigh' should rest 

The orher ?:ide was al! unknowri ; 

Bur, CIS r slowly toiled cilona. 

Sweeter io nie ilian any :-"onn 
My dreiirri of visions to ho sliown 



Me.-inwhil? *h? rnountain 3hriits '. 
Tl^eir .-.w-'-.i ness .7II 'ilona I'lV '■■■ 
And Th-^ d"iieiou.i SLrninir-r d.iy 

My lieari- W:t'n "fipiure ovorfill<-vj. 




Al iTi'Jih 'h-^ ropmosf hr'lihi '. 
The o^iie'- Sid.' v^c-j. jul! :n v 
My dreani:-- — not on" of "'■"'! 

But l,;rTT Kir ha.l I airnin-'d. 



For fnr and wide on ^^iiher hnnd 
Tli-'rc> oTciched :i 'v.-il'-y bi'c-d nrn. 
W:'h ar---enr,e.;.'i ptiohir)';^ p-.'^-'rvwiti-r 

fl pie i:7::-.iiT, snijlini?. hcrri'-'lik';' ]ct\'l 



WliO k:|OWJ, I U)oa.;il''. hut ,-.,- 

'\ Upon 'h'-'' rnounuiin 'oj,' of 
Where we fih:ll dn 



Where we shill dnw divir'- Ir';'!], y* 
find :-'e it^." lon-i iost trk-!!d£ ■^'-- lo'v. Xj 

L I' rriay noi be rss we l\a\e d reamed. ^^^ 
^ . Not iTilf so awful, sircniqe. and^'^'' ■ 
\J A qUic-r, peaceful, horq.^lik^Jfltid 
Better th^an e'er in vision gleanic-d 




Meanwhile, i^lon-g QjIT Upwarfi wny 
What b"-auiies l«frk, w^ai visioiis 
Whai'-'ver shaSt be, i:i:s we Know 

is better t]r\ar]/iur '.\]k; cur] say. 



OVER THE MOUNTAINS 
Wtiat shnU 1 se? if ever ] .10 
Over Til? inountriins likih ■ 
Now ] can Me5 !-;Lt ^'r\--- ;>"ikB cf ,-;now, 
Crownin-i th' cliffy v.:i-'r.-> t||^' pi:>--'r." 
Waitifii^ ■;ni-l lonji:i'_T 'a ri;-.'.' 
Ne-arei' fh? :v='Cko: ::it >'.Klr'^;, 
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WHERE DID IT GO? 

Wh^re did yesterdciy's sUiisef go 
When it faded down tl-|e hills so .slO'.^J. 
find the gold grew dirri. and rh*:- purpli' 1 
Like an army with banners passed fron^. 
Will its flush 0,0 into The yoldenrod, 
lis rhnll to The purpl? asier";; nod. 
Its crirnson fleck Tht' rriaple-boUgh. 
find the autumn-alory beq:n froni now '-"' 



ghT 

;iahr' 



Deeper than ilowcr-fieloS iJank the ^tlow 

Of ihe silent pageant pac,K;ng slow. 

It flushed o'A niaht in rncny a dream. 
If thrilled in fhe folding hush of prayer, 
[t glided imo g poets Pong, 
It T.5 sMtina -";i:ll in o picture rare; 
[1 changed by ihe rniracle none can see 
\. To the shif'inu li.uhts of a syn^phony ' 




eft Its Ugh' Oh ll"ie h'Hs and seas 

thousand meniories. 
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- ■x - r 



THE SNOWING OF THE PINES 

Softer rh|an silerjce. stiller tl^ari still air, 

Float down fronn lr[iqY\ piqe boiighs tl^e slender leaves. 

Ti^e forest floor its annual boon receives. 
Tl^at conqes like snow-fall, tireless, tranquil, fair 
Gently tl^ey glide, gently th[ey clotl^e tl^e bare 

Old rocks wit^i grace. TY\eir fall a rr[antle weaves 

Of paler yellow than aUtiJiT[nal sheaves 
Or tl^ose strange blossonqs tl^e witcl^-liazels wear 
Athwart long aisles tlqe sunbeanr[s pierce r^eir way 

High Up. ^he crows are gathering for tl^e nig^it; 
T\\e delicate needles fill the air: the jay 

Takes through their golden nqisr \]\s radian^ fligh^ • 
They fall and fall, till at Noverriber's close. 
The-' snow-flakes drop as lightly, snows on ^nows 

NIGPIT IN PEACE 

Night in the woods. — nigh^ ^ 

Peace, peace on the plain 
Th-^^ last red sunset beani 

Belts the tall beech '-^'^h Gold ; 

The quiet kine are in the fold. 
And stilly flowo the otreanq. 
Soon shall we see ^he stars again. 
For or)e nqore day down ^o its rest h^^^^ lain. 
And all its cares have taken fligh^. 

And all its doubts and pain 
Night" in the woods, — nigh^ • 

Peace, peace on the plain 

KH.u 779228 A 
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fl BAND OF BLUEBIRDS 



(IN RUTirr-^K, 



Ot), happy bnnd of bluebirds, 

Brave prophets of tl^e spring, 
Arriid r^e tall and rufred crin?, 

How bliThesorncly you sing! 
Wliar rnessage liaun^s your rqustc 

Mid nJfUrnns dusky reign? 
You lell us Nature stores i)er seeds 

To give tlien-i buck In grain' 




Your throats ar? gleeful fountain- 

Through wliich a song-tide flow: 
Your voices greet rr]e in The wood^ 

On every wind thcit blows 1 
I drecrq that Heaven invites you 

To bid the Eanh "good by;" 
For in your wings you seerq to t^old 

fl portion of thie sky i ■{■'. 



Ot\, rjappy band of bluebirds, 

You could not long reirioiq 
To flit across the fading fields 

find glorify the grain. 
You leave rnelodious rnerqories, 

Whose sweetness thrills rr\e Ihrough 
Ah. if tiy songs were such ns yours. 

They'd alrnost touch the Blue I 
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SEASIDE GOLDENROD 

Graceful tossing plUiT\e of glowing fiold, 
W';vtrit3 lonely on tlT^ rocky ledge; 

Le.:inir(.;i s^aword, lovfly to t-jchold. 
Ciinaina 'o 'he^ iii,j|-; clifi';.- rocky edge; 



Durriinq :n '^<? pU'"'? Scpt,rm:;?r dky. 

Spike of gold n-jciirisl ihe :;Toinless blue 
Do you Vv'.-nch tlii-' ve.-scl.'i drifring by'-' 

DO'is The qu:*"-! driy seem long 'o you 9 



To you my huni'Tn iliought I riring. 

Sil me dovvn your p-'-:coful w::tch lo .sl^yre 
Do you ri'.-'cii' rh|e wive?: b.'-low U:.; sing'^ 

Feel you ilir- e;o;i f'lrning of ilic aif? 

How rnuch of life? rapture is your righf? 

In earTJi's joy vJi)ar rr\'iy your portion be'.' 
Rocked by breezes touchPd by tender ligiit, 

Fed by dejws and sung to by ri^e soa I 

Soirietiiing of delight and of content 

Must be yours l^owever vaguely known ; 
find your'groce is rr)Ute]y eloquerit, 

And your beauty rnakes 'he rocK 'i throne- 



Matters not to you, golden , 

j&T!)at ^ucti ey&s of worship watch you sway. 

|j'.i' you make tnofe sweet ti\e drearnful hour. 

And you crown for n]e the tranquil day. 
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THE BLIND GENTIAN 

It arows in rriany o r]ook and bend 
Our GUrurrin ways along 

Far cousin of th'^ flower ^l^ich love 
Has sanctified witli sonq. 

R poor relation, .^-o it soerr]s. 

Wh.oiT] rio on."- cares to praise I 
That never Qave a poet yet 

On? le.il anrioria 'r\\s lays. 

No inaici---:i ! :ys you to \]c-r breasi 
Ov l:>c^'nd.; you to ric'r zone, 

No i-uri|l'-ss [-lanJ :s al.id to pluck 
!\r:} claifn you as i-s. own 

i c[' -r v-cnd'."'?' v.-hat within 

Hri'i \\ '\--^'' y- 1 hr;ve dare-J 'o [)IUcK 
Ti:-.' cl:nain i ^^'^il "^side. 



Whai'-v'-r f'lto huth niaciv- you iriUs 
f\ \0'.a\'\\ i:n ^r:os?ly .v^']l-.'d ■•■• 

0:i-' le:--:^o.| in youi' looks 1 f:nd 
For ae:itle souls rev:^aled. 



Vor v.;io. a: 'i no' riinself b<. blirvj. 

C';:] pass your cov'^rts Uy. 
Nor !':n:j wy- colOf's> ^''.\:.i\ you w^"'!' 

J\r.: blu--'St Oi" the sky. 

Su \'i your n-ward. or such 1 cieeni 

7or reverence pure and sweet. 
Wni-'^! v''"'iis an an^^el-face where sorrr? 

Rush .v\ Vw^ith foolish feet. 

D'.-a:'-. i:i!T|hi..' t'lower. .:io i]onie witn rr[e. 

Tl:.;t I iniy b.-^ner toil : 
V/:M| .;U:1| as. a!"e b^ast bold with h«?-iven 

Do^ii mor-'- of h'''UVon dwell. 

J. V/. S'lHri'-lLk. 



- • — >* 



DOWN TO SLEEP 

NoveiTiber woods are bare arid still ; 

Novernber days are clear ax\d brigl^t ; 
Eac!\ rioon burns up tl^e rriorninq ctiiil; 

Tl^e rnorning's snow is gone by nigl)t. 

Each] day rny sreps grow slow, grow ligtil. 
As tlirougti tl;e ■woods i reverent creep, 
Watcliirig all tilings lie "down to sleep." 




I ri£'vc-r ktU'V. L..?tore wliat b-- , 
Fragran' to f;iTi€-ll and sol't to ioul t| 

The for?s: sifts and sl^apes and spreads 
I n'-?vor kn-^W before l~iow rnUcJi 
Of liuman soiJn!^ tilers' is in f\lct^ 

Low toHfJ •i;'; iii!"0ij';h \Y\o. foresi sw-:v-p 

When till wild iti.in'T.s lie "down 'O slvrp. 



Eacii Gcy I i"ir;' r---w i-ov^rlid:^ 
T:jck?-d in. 'ind niore swc-.^r eyes st;ut 1 

SonieiirTifs tf^e vicwl:>ss n^otl'ior bids 
Her fc-rns kn?<.l down, full in rriy -sight 
i |-|r-ar tiieir cliorus of "ijood nigtlf;" 

And \)Q\f I .--.iTil'^' and tialf 1 weep. 

Li^itenNvi wliil'!' 'hey lie " dowi) to sleep." 



iqnt 



November wood? are- b-ire and siiil : 
Noverriber d lys ar*- b.rigiit 'ind good; 

L!i\'s i-oon burns up life's rnornin.l !"h:ll 
Life's right r-.'-.ts -'-.■ei •l"i'.:t io;ia Yyiv-' .. 
Sour-- W'ifrn. rof^ :>-d in n.^ld or wood 

Thi'-' rnotlier v^ill ro f-,il to keep, 

Where we can "lay ^•' down to sleep." 
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